314        FROM  DRURY  LANE  TO  MECCA

I left I must have  spent  scores of pounds in this
fashion.

Among my luggage rested a camera which I now longed
to use.   Every educated pilgrim to whom I had spoken
warned me to be extremely careful about doing any-
thing likely to mark me as a spy,   I, therefore, did not
dare to climb near those picturesque hills whose fortifi-
cations would undoubtedly have given an artistic frame-
work  to   several  panoramas.     Like   most   snapshots
previously taken in Mecca, my views of the Kaaba were
focused from the roof of the galleries surrounding the
Haram.   Very few people appear on the photographs,
since it was advisable to take all pictures early in the
morning when no enthusiastic worshippers were likely
to knife me.    Unfortunately my stock of snapshots
remained small.   With the camera bulging under my
robe I shinned up the staircase used by muezzins, clicked
the shutter and hurried down just as the men who
called to sunrise prayers began wondering what the
Englishman wanted to do so far above the courtyard.
Tradition  goes  against  photography.    Formerly one
could buy a few prints made by Indians, but after the
date of my visit, the newer and more orthodox Shereef
forbade the sale of further views.   Negatives therefore
have become most valuable, and I would advise all
folk possessing any to retain them because the chances
are that they cannot be replaced.   I also cherish what
sketches I possess.   Even though made indoors from
the very roughest scribbling and from memory they
could never be reconstructed out of mere descriptions.